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bo glad to ho quiet at Homo or Naples for a whilo. Rome is tho city of tho Apostles, and a placo to rest one's foot in, whatever 1>Q tho al'tor-corruption. Wo shall go almost by tho track of St. Paul from Malta to Homo.
January 27.
Yosterday, in my solitude, I finished my Patriarchal Rommts. I now hnvo completed fifty-four sets for Host;, and am nob anxious to do any moro; but, when, thoughts eomo into niy head, ib is impossible to resist, tho tompta-iiou of fixing them. It is Sunday morning. I think of Sb. 'Mary's and LLUlemoro. Wo do not know how groat our privileges nro. All tho quiot and calm connected with our Korvietvs in HO beautiful in memory, and so soothing, after tho night of that moRb exciting religion which is around mo— Hbatucs of tho Madonna and tho Saints in the streets, <fcc. etc.— -a moro pootical but not less jading stimulus than a pouring forth in a JBaptist chapel. How awful seems (to mo hero) tho erimo of demolition in England ! All one can say of Wings, KadicalH, and tho rost is, that they know not, what they do. Arohdoncon .Fronde has just forbidden my going to clmrch on account of my cold. I have been to church only once sinco I lefb Enland.
Mn,ny the. guilolosH years Urn Patriarch spoilt Illt'st. in iho wife a Father'H foresight chose. ; Many HIM pvayws and gfiie.itiUH (Uiculs which roso,
Daily tliiuik-tilVtiriiifys, froni his ]iil^;rini tout.
Yi't, llu-Hi', Uiou^h wrktt'U in thn IUUIVOUH, arn rtmb Krmn out 1 mill's lower roll, which Klornly shows Hut out! na<l irc,H]ia,sH at liis lilxlory'n close ••
Fathci'X HUII'H, nuithor'n, and itH ]iiniiHlji)Huil.
Not in tliolr bri^htiu^H, hut thuir curthly Ktaina
Arc Iho true Hood vouchmift'tl to earthly cyoH. Kin can road Hit), but dimly Hoanw Jiigh ffraco; Ho wo movo hcavtMiward wilh averted face, Scnrod Into Tftilh by warning' of sin'tt pains;
And HainlH are lowered that tho world may rise.1
: Jtitutttry 23, 1H33,
O spooloiw nfn anrl Hatan's nulitlo unaro, That urgoft aoro oaoh gentlest, mcokoat hoarfc
When itH kind thought* ar« ortwhed and its wounds smart, World-uiok to turn within, and imago thereessively had uninterrupted bad weather. A steamer, which set out four days before us, damaged its engine, and put into Lisbon for three weeks, arriving here as we returned from Corfu. The brig that took out Lord Nugent also suffered. This is a most curious town: the people are very kind, and we overflow with invitations ; but somehow I do not like the place, though I have seen, little of it. I shallH» »» to tlitmi. What dr> wo know tiUmt wrt ovil tiptrlt I " HIM wont* wen writhing1, but them wtw an int«n»itjr of rt'iillwiri«n in hlx !;»'« an he wtld thorn, of it nmlity w»rl of his l^rnuraneo atwwt. It, that wni n k«*y tn inu w to the Konroo of Ms tatlatwee ot«r ctlhw* Th« w^ll «>f l»I!t?f i» athow i§ next to setting youwclf { wid ollitf to it."                illness, and I wtknt on. to Hickards, and fetched back my sistc
